CHILDHOOD
house where a Jew lived; their children wanted to
play with me because I knew a little German, but
I wouldn't It was only later at school at Hustopec
that I became more or less reconciled to the Jews.
Once we made a school excursion to the Palavske
hills. While we were romping and getting into
mischief after our dinner at the inn, one of our
Jewish schoolfellows slipped away from us into the
yard. I followed him out of curiosity; he had gone
behind an open gate and was kneeling with his
face to the wall, praying. I was ashamed, somehow,
that a Jew should be praying while we were playing
about. I could not get it out of my head that he
had been praying as devoutly as we did, and that
he had not forgotten his prayers, even for games,.,.
And you know, all my life I have tried to be care-
ful not to be unjust to the Jews; that is why I am
said to favour them. When did I overcome in
myself the anti-semitism of the common people?
Well really, in my feeling perhaps never, only in
my reason; it was my own mother who taught me
the superstition about the Christian blood.
Of course, as a child I didn't only believe in the
things we were taught at school and church; my
Catholicism was a kind of superstition, permeated
with Slovak mythology. I believed in all possible
and impossible sorts of spirits, and perhaps most
of all in the "midday witch" and the "twilight